v.iii. The moji Umentahle TrdgcJie 

185 We tooke this Maitockc and this Spade from him, 

/is he was comming from this Church-yards fide. 
(Toiefwatch.h. great fufpition,ftay the Frier too too* 

Enter the Prince* 
Frin. What mifaduenturc is fo early vp, 
That calls our perfon from our morning reft. ? 
Snter Capeis, 

190 Ca. What fhould it be that is fo (hrikc abroad } 

Wife. O the people in the ftrcet crie Romeo % 
Some Met,md fome <P«ru,md all runne 
With open outcry toward our Monument. 
<Pr. What fcarc is this which ftartles in your cares* 
195 Watch. Soueraincjhere lies the County Paris flain, 

And Romeo dead,and Met dead before, 
Warme and new kild. (comes. 
PW».Search,feeke & know how this foule murder 
Wat. Here is a Frier , and Slaughter Romeos man, 
200 With Inftruments vpo* them,fit to open 

Thcfe dead mens Tombes. 

Enter Qapulet and his wife. 
Ca. Oheauens/O wife looke how our daughter 
This dagger hath miftanc,for loe his houfc (bleeds/ 
Is emptie on the back of Mount ague, 
205 And it misfheathd in my daughters bofome. 

Wife. O me,this fight of death/is as a Bell 
That warnes my old age to a fepulchcr. 
Enter tJMomtague. 
Trin. Come Mountaguc, for thou art early vp 
To fee thy fonnc and heire,now earling downe. 


210 


Mom. Alas my liege, my wife is dead to night, 
Gricfe of my fonnes exile hath flopt her breath. 


What further woe confpires againft mine age. ? 
Trin. Looke and thou (halt fee. 
Mom, O thou vntaughtjwhatmancrsis in this, 
215 To preffe before thy father to a graue? 

1>rin. Scale vp the mouth of outrage for a while* 
Till wc can clear* thcfe ambiguities, ^ 



of Borneo andluliet. 

And know their fpring, their head,their true difcenf* 
And then will I be gencrall of your woo?. 
And leade you euen to death,mcane time forbcarc, 
And let mifchance be (lauc to patience, 
Bring foorth the parties of fufpition. 

frier, I am the greateft able to do lcaft, 
Yer moft fufpe&edas the time and place 
Doth m: I z againft me of this direfull murthcr : 
And heerc I Hand both to i peach and purge 
My felfe condemncd,and my fclfc excufde. 
prin. Then fay at once what chou doft know in thstf 
Trier. I will be bricfc,for my fliort date of breath 
Is not fo long as is a tedious ta'c. 
%omeo there dead, was husband to that Juliet, 
And fhe there dead, thatrs Romeos faithfull wife : 
. 1 married them, and their ftolnc marriage day 
Was Tibalts doomefday, whofe vntimely death 
Banifht the new-made Bridcgroomcfrom thi$Citie> 
For whome,and not for Tibalt, Juliet pindc. 
You to remoue that ficge of gi iefc from her 
Betrothd and would hauc married her perforce 
To Course p arts* Then comes (he to me, 
And with wild lookes bid me dcuife fome mcanc 
To rid her from this fecond mariagc : 
Or in my Cell there would flic kill her felfc. 
Then gaue 1 her (fo tutcrd by my art) 
Afleep'mg potion,which fo tookc effeft 
As I intended, for it wrought on her 
The forme of death, meanc time I writ to Romeo 
That he fhould hither tome as this dire night 
To help to take her from her borrowed grauc, 
Being the time the potions force fhould ceafc. 
But he which bore my letter, Frier John, 
Was flayed by accident, and yeflcrnighc 
Returnd my letter back,then all alone 
At the prefixed howcr of her wakingf 
M 




